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“ Full many a gem of purest ray serené, 
“ The dark unfathom’d caves of ocean bear.” °°" om 
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‘hieftain’s Daughter. 


A TALE.OF PAST TIMES. 
(CONTINUED.) 

Atsueha charge, again were murmnrs 
loud and deep; they poured through the 
- ball. of audience. A hundred helmets 
shook, a‘hundred. swords left their scab. 
bards, but Lord Hildebrande again exclaim. 
ed, aloud. . She’s. false: Imma has dis. 
. graced ber sex.” . “Proud Hildebrande 
thou liest,”° exclaimed Childe Edmund: 
the'storm of passion shook his heaving 
frame he snatched off his greave, it .whir!. 
ed in the air, and striking the accuser of 
TImma,.svho took the pledge and demanding 
the ordeal, swore to prove the charge.— 
“Lhe affrighted Imma now raised herself, 
in conscious innocence: she indignantly 


The 


~<“qniéw' back those tresses which ‘would 


have hid'her face ; she would bave defend- 
‘ed with an undaunted eye, her character, 
‘but she met a father’s reproachful look; a 
chilly pateness overspread her, and she 
‘bent like a lily ina storm, into the arms 
.of Childe Edmund. 

When Lady Imma awoke from her 
trance, every thing bore a dreadful silence ; 
in vain she attempted to raise herself from 
her couch, her limbs appeared paralyzed ; 
she put her hand to her head, her brain was 
maddening; it istrue, arefreshing breeze 
burst in upon her from the open casement, 
yet it lasted but a moment; a hotter glow 
succeeded, and threatening to check al! 
respiration: she gazed wildly around her; 
she paused, to think, but yet she seemed 
fearful of recalling remembrance ; she put 
her finger on the blood-bursting lids of her 
eyes, distended with fever ;-—she pored over, 
unconsciously, the storied painting, which 
the last rays of a setting sun emblazoned 
and reflected fromthe bay window ; and 
a conviction of what was to happen 
dawning uponher mind, she endeavored 
to shut out its reality : she shrunk into her- 
self—a frightful slumber steeped her facul- 
ties in misery, and tortured her diseased 
imagination. | 
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Such a charge as Lora titepreude’s 
was not to be made with impunity. ° When 
the first storms: of iidignation were over, 
he was allowed to speak, as follaws :—*“ Re- 
turning late, on the: eve. of. St... Francis, 
from a border post, I entered a dingle in 
the forest; there I saw the Lady Imma rush 
into the arms of a man, who wore the 
scarf that now Childe Edmund wears. | [ 
am not mad—T am Lord Edrick’s friend : 
[ pledge myself for the truth of what [ 
utter, and let her distoval knight defend 
her if be.can.” In saying this, each war- 
rior slunk away, to see the decision by 
mutual combat. “sp : 


Fearful that violent emotions might rack 
the bosom of the gentle Imma, Edmund 
left the hall to seek her; lave is seldom 
accompanied by prudence, or he bad never 
sought a secret interview. Now the Bar- 
on Edrick trembled-with. passion, and he 
swore, if guilty, to sacrifice both to. bis 
revenge. From the maidens of her house, 
Childe Edmund learned that Emma was in 
her chamber. Ashe wasthe cause of the 


indignity which Hildebratide had offered 


her, dared not subject be? to another by 
entering the castle: hé therefore, saw her 
not, and becoming a prey to the acutest 
anguish, he wandered about the dwelling, 
unconscious where he bent his steps. Chil- 
de Edmund, as he was called, had long 
loved the gentle Imma, and, ere she was 
aware, she returned his love: they feared 
it was impossible they could ever be unit- 
ted, but there was such a luxury in even 
their cheered hopes, that they rather chose 
to encourage a mutual attachment, accom- 
panied with future misery, than to call up- 
on the resources of sense and reason, and 
to use that fortitude which teaches us to 
endure misfortunes patiently. Childe Ed. 
mund was merely the protegee of Duke 
Kdrick, and, without a single quartering of 
nobility in his shield, had been ever viewed 
with contempt by Lord Hildebrande, as a 
protected vassal: this vassal had, however, 


been preferred to him by the Lady Imma, 
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and he swore to be his ruin, by bell, book 
and candle. 
[To be Continued.| 


EIT CSE LS Le IRS ED 


THE MUSBRUM,. 


MONDAY, Nov. 20. 











—— a 





+¢ Conscience O'me ”’ 


« Shall we be frightenedwhen mad men stare?” 


The Editors of the Miscellany have 
broken out in a most violert rage, crying 
“Get out ! get out |”? It seems by the last 
effusions of their editorial genius, that they 
wish to insinuate that we are dogs, and by 
our “barking” have frightened them out of 
their senses, (which, if ever they had any 
we will admit something has,) and there- 
fore, we shall hereafter (until they recover 
them) pass their bombus unnoticed by 


“As the idle minds which we respect not.” 


We atill insist that we did not com- 
mence the publication of the Museum with 
the hope of making any profit, but the 
salamandrine editors of the Miscellany 
wish to insinuate that that was not the case ; 
because they publish a little dirty thing, 
bearing little the resemblance of a paper, 
but wholly destitute of any thing either 
amusing or instructive, for one half the 
price of the Museum. 

After using a few smart expressions, such 
as benevolent’ intentions,” “ disinteresled 
motives,’ &c. &c. the editors of the Mis- 
cellany say they “cannot see why they 
should be so furiously assailed, merely for 


issuing proposals for publishing their Viis- 
cellany.” 


too much of “the boy that’s three feet high” 
to offer any thing that is within the bonnds 
of decency; in fact their prospectus was 


merely a piece of botch-work, composed 
of the crude, abstruse lucubrations of 


‘Dr. S¥***, Tom Thumb, and thed 1. 
The last sentence of their lucubratory |, 


productions of the 8th inst. is unworthy of} 
our notice, but 








But had they issued their pro-. 
posals in a respectable style, they would] 
have passed unnoticed; but they have read | 
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They say “we hope, for the sake of our 
senses, that they will not again scare us, by 
their prodigious roaring—at least, not 
without a little previous notice.” This 
sentence we have given perfect, as a fair 
specimen of their editorial labors, it 
would disgrace the most obscene pro- 
ductions of an African Monk, 





» For the Village Museum. 
Messrs. Genius & Co. 


Although f am not one of your subscri- 
bers, [ hope you will gratify me by publish. 
ing this. ‘The other day, as I was at the 
store, I beard a gentleman speaking of 
the Miscellany, published in this village; I 
observed to the gentleman, that I had not 
seen it, and asked him how he liked it; 
he answered with asmile, and said that it 
was like keeping company with old maids, 
it contained seripture and fun. 


BILLY. 
Homer Village, Nov. 10, 1820. 





For the Village Museum. 
LITERARY CURIOSITY. 
Messrs. Genius & Co. 
The following is a copy of a letter that 
a friend of mine handed to me the other 
day, which was sent to him, by a man who 
is an acting justice of the peace in this coun- 
ty, whose name I will not mention. 
NIMBLE Snip. 


mr. L , Sir eli smith has enter a Com 
Plaint against your Dog you must Kill your 
dog buy the First day of october and you 
must Pay too dolars and fifty Cent and one 
Twenty five cent for every twenty four 
hours that you 

Ceap him for I have Look op the Law this 
from your Friend 





EUKEK WHERE 
V——l this 29 Day of september 
——3~+o— 
For the Village Museum: 
Messrs. Genius & Co. 


Contrary to my own feelings, and to the 
wish of Old Buzzard, as expressed in his 
second appearance among the literary scrib- 
blers of the day, I am compelled to leave 
the Republican, where I had willingly laid 
down my arms; and to appear before the 
public inthe Museum, (to which place Old 


_ Buzzard has retreated,) in order to secure 


-myelf from the shafts hurled at Jack Waist- 


«“ ~’ Sdeath we'll print it, ‘coat; and in justice avert some of those 
And shame the rogues.” ! aimed at bim in consequence of Old Buz~ 
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zard’s blending bis name and mine, as one 
and the same. 

Whether it was'out of charity to me, or 
— for himself, that Old Buzzard in- 

ted and insisted so ardently that [ should 
“retire fromthe field of controversy,” |] 
am not able to determine: be that as it may, 
I should willingly have accepted his invita- 
tion (had it not have been for his attack 
upon Jack,) as I had no other object in view, 
than that of attempting to write as unmean- 
ing a piece as he had; and if in so doing, 
I sent a shaft which wounded the old gen- 
tleman, I am certainly very sorry; for I 
have no wish to maim those who are already 
impotent. 

One word to the old gentleman, and I 
have done. As ‘Old Buzzard has been so 
mise, in guessing that Jack Waistcoat is Un- 
cle Toby, and Uncle Toby Jack Waistcoat ; 
and all of us are attorneys at law, I must 
beg the same liberty of guessing that I know 
Old Buzzard to be a merchant, ex-attorne Yy 


at law; and for fear of being more public | 


ly exposed, I would advise the old gentle. 
man to quit a subject which has already 


become thread bare, without discovering a} 


single point; which must either’ induce 
those, who waste their time in perusing the 
mad effusions of his genius, thatthe villa- 
gerehere are all in a quarrel; orthat the 
writer is a fool; persists in ‘ defending” 
himself against what he calls the “cuts of 
Jack Waistcoat® and Uncle Toby, the 
meaning of which, he says no earthly be- 
ing can divine ;” but which seems to cut 


him so severely, that when he means Uncle! 


Toby, he will address bimself to me, and 
not persist any Jonger i in his wise conclu- 
sion that Uncle Toby and Jack Waistcoat 
are both one. 

Uncre Torr. 
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VARIETY. 
-—+0— 
ANECDOTE OF FOOTE. 

An eccentric barber some years ago, 
opened a shop under the walls of the king’s 
_-bench prison. The windows being broken 
when he entered it, he mended them with 


paper, on which appeared “Shave for a 
penny,” with.the usual invitation to custo- 


mers; and over his door was scrawled the 
poe wing poetry ; 


Here lives Jemmy Wright, 


Shaves as well as any man in England, 
Almost—not quite. 


| 











Foorr, (who loved any thing eecentric,} 
saw these inscriptions, and hoping to ex- 
tract some wit fromthe author, whom he 
justly concluded to be an odd character, 
he pulled off his hat, and thrusting his heat 
tbrough a paper pane into the shop, called 
out, “is Jemmy Wright at home?” The 
barber immediately forced his own head 
through another pane into the street, and 
replied,. * No, Sir, he bas just popt out.”— 
Foote laughed. heartily, and gave the man 
a guinea. 

An Trish lawyer, had a client of his 
own country, who wasa sailor, and hav- 
ing been at’sea for some time, his wife was 
married again in his absence, so he was re- 
solved to prosecute her ; & coming to advise 
with the counsellor, he was told he mrs: have 
witnesses to prove that he was alive when his 
wife was married again. “ Arrah, by my 
shou! but that will be impossible,” said the 
other; “for my shipmates are all gone to 
sea again upon a long voyage, and will 
not return these twelve months.” “ Then,’’ 
answered the counsellor, ‘there can be 
nothing done in it; and what a pity it is 
that such a brave cause should be lost now 
because you cannot prove yourself alive.” 





: FORTITUDE. 

The following anecdote is related of the 
the Marquis De Latour Maubourg, the new 
French Minister at War :-— 

He lost his leg in consequence of a severe 
wound by a musket ball in the thigh. He 
bore the amputation with much indifference 
and when the opperation was over, he con- 
versed jocosely with those around. Per- 
ceiving his servant in tears, he said to him > 

—‘ You affect tocry, but you cannot de- 
ceive me—I know you to be an idle fellow, 
and that you are secretly glad to see me in 
this state; because, hitherto, you have 
had two boots to clean, and now you will 
have only one.” 

At the Cork criminal court, on the 8th 
of August, Mary Brien, an unfortunate 
female,‘ was indicted for stealing money 
from the'person of Paul Callaghan. Af- 
ter much incoherent testimony on the part 
of the prosecutor, the judge said to him, 
‘“‘ Now after all, tell me on what ground did 
you charge the prisoner?” Witness, after 
some delay, “In the South.Main-Strect, 
my lord! 

A sound faith is the best divinity; a 
good conscience the best law ; and temper. 
ance the best physic. 
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THE WREATH. 
From the Analectic Magazine. 


THE BATTLE OF THE CATARACT. 


O’er Huron’s wave, the sun was low, — 
‘The weary soldier watch’d the bow 
Fast fading from the cloud below 

The dashing of Niagara. 











And while the phantom chain’d his sight, 

Ah! little thought he of the fight— 

The horrors of the dreamless night, 
That posted on so rapidly. 


Soen soon it fled each softer charm; 

The drum and trumpet sound alarm, 

And bid each warrior nerve bis arm, 
For boldest deeds of chivalry. 


The burning red-cross waving high, 

Like meteor in the evening sky, 

Proclaims the haughty foeman nigh, 
To try the strife of rivalry. 


Columbia’s banner floats as proud, 

Her gallant band around it crowd, 

And swear to guard, or make their shroud, 
The starred flag of liberty. 


‘‘ Haste, haste thee, Scott, to meet the foe, 
And let the scornful liriton know, 
Well strung the arm, and firm the blow, 

Of him who strikes for liberty.” 


Loud, loud the din of battle rings, 

Shrill through the ranks the bullet sings, 

And onward fierce each foeman springs, 
To meet his peer in gallantry. 


Behind the hills decends the sun, 

The work of death is but begun, 

And red through twilight’s shadows dun, 
Blazes the voilied musketry. 


‘Charge, Miller, charge the foe once more,” 
And louder than Niagara’s roar, 
Along the line is heard encore, 

“On, on to death or victory.” 


From line to line, with laurels glow, 
High arching shoots the rocket’s bow, 











And lights the mingled scene below, 
Of carnage, death or victory. i 


The middie watch was now begun, , 
The horrid battle fray is done, ) 
No longer beats the furious drum, 

To death, to death, or victory. 


All, all is still—with silent tread, 
The watchman steals among the dead, 
To guard his comrade’s lowly bed 

Till morning gave him sepulchre. 


Low in the west, of splendor shorn, 

The midnight moon with gloomy horn, 

Sheds her last beam on him forlorn, 
Who fell in fight so gloriously. 


Oh! long her crescent wax and wane, 
Kre she behold such fray again, 
Such dismal night, such heaps of slain— 
Foe mix’d with foe promiscuously. 
—« 


EPIGRAM. 


“How pale those beauteous lips are grown, 
Which, ere I prest them to my own, 


Glowed like the rose which June na- 


tures ; 

What is the cause ?—dear creature, say !”’ 

“ Ah William,” answered Delia gay, 
‘* The paint has stuck on yours.’’ 


Q. 





ON A COQUBTTE. 


Bright as the day, and as the morning fair, 
Such Cuiog is—and common as the air. 





Obituary. 
Dirp—In this village on the 16th inst, 
after a long illness, Miss PATTY HUB:- 
BARD, daughter of Solomon Hubbard, Esq. 
aged 16 years. 
SoG 
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